AN ENGLISH COUNTRY TOWN

Southem planter and the hands in his cotton
fields. There is little fear of exaggerating the
opiumonic dulness and apathy among this class,
although I appreciate that the Englishman who
is accustomed to it may wonder that the stranger
finds it so noticeable. It is one of those national
traits that the fresh eye and ear must be trusted
to describe more accurately than may the eye
and ear of the native long accustomed to it.
The English rustic of this type is uneducated,
inarticulate, inaudible and grotesquely awk-
ward, both mentally and physically. But he has
his small political value for he is always and
unalterably for no change! He grumbles, but
his grumbling means little, and effects nothing,
and plays no more part in the affairs of the world
than does an accidental tap on the big drum in
the music of an orchestra.

There is a fierce controversy at the date of this
writing (1908) over a new Licensing Bill. One
sefcs on every side placards announcing that
" Your beer will cost more!" At the same time
the bill is called "eonfiscatory," and that it will
ruin tta folders of brewery shares is announced.
In acmition to this it is claimed that it does not
promqfe temperance. I am no political oracle,
but he must be dull indeed who can swallow
these three statements together, viz,, that beer